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.I have tranſlated: ſo few of Mons 1 
Voiture' Poems, it will doubt. 
% ſeem odd, that I ſpoud 
Wag write 4 Preface ; but I hope this © 
ru... be excuſed,. by my telling the 
Public, it is not ſo much intended. io giue an 
Account of the Pieces I have tranſlated, as ta 
aſſign my Reaſons for not tranſlating mor. 
I is certain, that the Verſes of M. Voiture © 
are ſprightly.and full of Wit; but on the other 
| -and, 7 beg Leave to obſerve, that they are 
4 wrote entirely in the French Taſte, and are 
| zherefore incapable of retaining their Beauties 
u Literal fern 0 
| Among bis Poems, there are ſeveral STAnzAs 
A m oritten on particular Subjects, and referring to 
| Circumſtances which would require Notes of © 
confiderable Length to make them intelligible is 
an Engliſh Reader. One of theſe however, On 
a Lady bewailing the Loſs of her Lap-dog, 7 
I have ventured to tranſlate, and the Reader 
may from thence form ſome Judgment ef the 
Merit of the reſt. - 
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Eh Son ETS are very I beaaiful, hd 2 5 
with fine Thoughts, but chiefly turn on ibe Fables 

© of the Ancients, and, for that Reaſon, would not 
ſuit well with the 7, aſte now in Vogue. That 
which I have tranſlated, ii one of the beſt of 
them, and the Author was ſo pleaſed with the 
Fable which runs "through #, that he could bot 
belp making Uſe of. it 7 than once. 

His Sons are lively, eaſy, and full of = 
licate. Turns, . they are moſt of them ſet io Airs 
which were common in his Time, and this 


4 prompted me to put a Tune to that which I have 


made choice of to = as a Peiner of the 
reſt. | 
His Ronptavs are more numerous than his 
other Poems; but as their Strufure renders 
them unfit for an Engliſh Ear, which is never 
leaſed with a Sameneſ of Sound in poetical 


; 3 _ Compoſitions, I have not meddled with them. 


His Letters in Verſe, are written moſtly in 
feigned Characters; are full of Wit and Spirit, 
but abound at the ſame time with a Mullitude of 
. Paſſages which / would appear ' fearce. intel- 
legible in Engliſh, unleſs 1 bad explained them 
With all the Prolixity of a Dutch Commentator. 
O, the whole, therefore, I have choſen to pre- 
ſent the Public rather with a Noſegay of choice 
Flowers, than _ a Baſket full A at 
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SOM N VET 


P, undreſs d, in a ſweet Summer's Night, 
5 4 Was walking alone, and the Meadow adorning, 
Al Nature, amaz d at ſo pleaſing a Sight, 
Took her for Aurora, and thought it was Morning. ; 


The Earth pour'd out Flowers to delight the fair Queen, 
To ſalute her the Birds in a Concert conſpire, — 
And the Stars, her bright Eyes when once they had ſeen, 
RC IOO 05 ON L000, Irs Won | 


Now Phæbur reſolving theſe Faults to amend, , 
New harnefs'd his Horſes, new pointed each Rap, | 


But when he ſurvey d her, aſham'd to contend. 


To Thetis return d, and left her to give Day. 
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A Lady bewailing the Loſs of her 
LAP- 20G. o J 


Ov E L Y Goddeſs of my Heart, 
Dry thoſe Eyes, and weep no more 
Why ſhould you ſuch Grief. impart, 
e complain of Care and Smart, 
Whom : a thouſand Swains 2 7 


Canes of their mighty Pain; 
+ You thoſe Floods of Sorrow hed, 


= you know them all in vain. 
8 vou know they can't regain, 
Tour fav's rite ie Chloe, from the Dead. 


"Fes, tis true a « Goddeſs 1 vept, | 

7A, Goddeſs fair almoſt as yu. 
Her Tears a conſtant Current kept. 
As down her pallid Cheeks they leapt, 
But twas a Man thoſe Torrents drew. 
i Bo Madneſs 
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* y Aude 8 "tis in you to mourn, 5 
1 At ſuch Rar. fo light a Thing, 


At length *tis time you ſhould return, 
From dropping upon Cboles Urn, 
Tears which might recall a King. 


Dry, my Fair One, dry thoſe Eyes, 
Ir Leſt I paint with angry en 
How much the Canine Breed you prize, | 


7 


The human Race how much deſpiſe, YI 
Who weep for Dogs, and murder Men, ge 


ieee 
S O N G. 


To the Tune of, 
Did ever S wain 4 Nymph adore, bee, _ 


Rave, I doat, yet dare not ſpeak, 
Or ſay what Pains for her I prove, 
For better my poor Heart ſhould break, I 
Than the World know the Nymph I love. 
A Nymph ſo fair ! fo bright! ſo high! | 
Huſh Muſe {—they'l gueſs for whom I die. I 
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MM VorTuUREs Pom. 
Should I deſcribe her ſparkling Eyes, 
Her Ruby lips, her Cheeks ſo ſweet, | 
Her Breaſts, which gently ſink and riſe, 
Her Looks, where Air and Grandeur meet; 


Soon, ſoon my Secret they'd deſcry, _ 


- And gueſs the Nymph for whom I die. 


Or would my Muſe but reach her Wit, 

Her Senſe ſublime, her Words ſojuſt, 
Which ev'ry various Subject fit, | 
As Nature only her would truſt; _ 
With Charms which with each other vie, 
| They'd gueſs the Nymph for whom [ die. 


Nay, quitting Wit and Beauty too, 
Should i but ſing her cold Diſdain, | 
Tell how ſhe ſcorns me when I ſue, 
And triumphs in her Lover's Pain ; 
Diſtinguiſh*d by her Cruelty, 
They'd gueſs the Nymph for whom I die. 
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"MV OT TURES: 


10 his Eminency 


© aa 1 1, 


: favour of his Coach- Man, who had 
_ overturned Him. 


TAY it pleaſe your Lordſhip, Grace to 
Unto a wretched Penitent; [grant 
And full Forgiveneſs to beitow, - 
On him, who wrought your Overthrow 3 
Not thro' Deſign, Heaven Witneſs be, 
But by IIl-Luck, or Levitj; 
The hardy Driver ne'er had read, 
Of Phaeton, what Chance he had, 
For driving like this hapleſs Clown, 
The flaming Chariot of the Sun; 
Or had he read, ——'tis odds he might 
Fave gain d. but little Caution by't; 
For who, tho? preſſing Danger near, Ee 
Could from a Boſom chilPd with F ear, 
The Aid of any Saint importune, 


Wbo carry'd Ceſar and his Fortune, 1 
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The C Ru ELTY of Cogy ETS,. 


Thaw, Ber dit, Hehvin bott juſt and kind „ 4 
To your bright Form, has join d a brighter Minds | 
A Mind, which ſuited with no other Place, | 
Than your fair Boſom, and the Sky's wide Space; 
I know that Nature, and the Gods have done, 


Nothing for Beauty can with you be ſhewn ; 


And that leſs Glory doth to them ariſe, 


From framing Stars, than forming of thoſe Eyes. 


All this I ay with no Deſign to pleaſe, 
But merely that my Boſom may have Eaſe ; 
TI own that Phœbus, who with piercing Rays, 
All that's above, and all below ſurveys, 
Sees no ſuch Beauty, nor can ever ſee, 

Tho without End his glorious Journey be: 
That Love has laviih'd all his Charms on you, 
Set all your Features with a Hand ſo true, 
That Minds unciviliz'd, when you appear, 
Forget their Rudeneſs, and conſent to Fear: 
The Graces play amid your flowing Hair, 


4 Tune all your Words, and move in each ſoft Air, 
While little Loves, your ſmiling Looks attend, 
= Increaſe your Train, and to your Dictates bend: 


Thus 
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M VorTune's Poems, xi 
Thus without Pains, nay een without a Thought, 
Our Eyes are wounded, and our Minds are caught ; 
Your Looks, your Words, your Motions, and your Smiles, 
Each thouſands kill, and yet new Hearts beguiles, 
But in this mighty Maſs of various Charms, 
This Blaze of Beauty which the World alarms, 
I who ſurvey you with impartial Eye, 
A Thouſand Faults, a thouſand Flaws can ſpy 3 
Nay, when I count them, ſcarcely can I tell, 
If moſt your Graces or Deſects excel. | 


While laviſh Nature, wantonly employ'd 


Her utmoſt Power that all ſhould be injoy'd, - 
Of Wit or Beauty, which might make your Reign 


Extenſive, glorious, eaſy to maintain; 


'Theſe only ſhe forgot to give her Queen, 

A Humor pleaſing, and a Soul ſerene : 

Thro' want of theſe, a thouſand Things you do, 
With ſuch a Levtiy as quite o'erthrow | 
The mighty Empire conquer'd by your Eyes, 
And make us, what we once ador'd, deſpiſe. 


Forgive, BEL 15a, this unpleafing Verſe, 
And let my Muſe, with friendly Zeal, rehearſe 
'The Foibles which can ſo much Beauty mar of 
That Soul at once ſo cruel, fo bizzar, 1 
As quite diſtracts each captivated Heart, 

And fills it only with a varied Smart: 

Believe me, noble Breaſts will neer endure, 

So harſh a Reign, without the Hopes of Cure; 

Souls born to Servitude can only brook, : 

Words full of Scorn, and the Imperious Looks 1 
3 6 | — * 
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M. Vo1TURE's | Poems. 
Of -Incenſe'covetous, and mad for Praiſe, 

You ſet your Beauties to create Amaze; © 

And tho? yourſelf incapable of Love, 

Do all yog can your Conqueſts to improve, 

Proud to extend a. fierce tyrannic Reign, | 


Aud pleaſed to ſcatter Anguiſh, Grief, and Fan; 
Fond to be talk'd of for a cruel Fair, | 


And ever glad to ſee that wild Deſpair, 
With Jealouſy and Life-deſtroying Woe, 


The Lover's Peace, with endleſs Cares, o'erthrow, 
As if twere noble to deſtroy Mankind, 


The Mark of an exalted vig'rous Mind, 

And not the Sign of an inhuman Soul, 

Which Pity cannot touch, or Love controul, 
Which quickly cures the Miſchiefs it creates, 
And all th' Effects of your bright Charms abates : 
For who can lang ſuch fiery Tryals bear, 


' Your Chains are grievous, but in Time they wear, 


Like Lightning, as they pierce with ſudden Rage, 
So for no length of Time theſe Flames engage 3 
But haſty as they came, they ſoon retire, 


A fierce, a cryel, and unlaſting Fire; 


For Loves it long continue, are begun 

By the mild Influence of a kindly Sun, 
Grow by Degrees to Paſſions ſtrongeſt Height, 
By the ſame Glances of propitious Light. 
Now weak, now glim'ring, and now bright and ſtrong, 
TH'encreafing Flame burns bright, and clear, e 
Such as of old inſpir d the Poet's Song. | 


A Flame like this, your Charms will never raiſe ; 


You fly too quick, and thirſt for varied Praiſe, 


: 4 * | 


Like ſome fierce Wind which bruſhes Oer the Deep, 
Without regard a Thouſand Hearts you ſweep; 
Vet never more attend their Grief and Pain, 
Proud to acquire, and careleſs to maintain; 
Pleasd with the trembling Lover's firſt Approach, 


More pleas d to hear him form, complain, reproach, | _ 


Vent all the various Motions of Deſpair, 
And call you angry and relentleſs Fair. 


Thus daily you your matchleſs Charms de 
A Thouſand Loves you kindle and deſtroy, 
Without Intention, fickle, falſe, and vain, 
Inconſtant, light, and changing as the Main 
Incapable of feeling true Delight, 
You, like ſome wand' ring Star, diſtract our Sight, 
Miſlead, abuſe, and to no End. inſpire, | | 
A hapleſs, hopeleſs, unavailing Fire, 
For one devoid of Pity, Truth, and Love, 
Born to give Pain, and not that Pain remove. 


In Time, BxrTs A, to yourſelf attend, 42: "+ 8 


Be to your Beauty and your Fame a Friend, 


And let your Charms attain their utmoſt Height; 
Heav'n hath beſtow'd what may ſupport your _ 
And teach unnumber'd Lovers to obey, | 


To wear with Patience, nay with Joy, your Chain, 


And ſwell in\Crowds your long extended Train. 
What wants of this, muſt by yourſelf be done, 
Tis you muſt finiſh what the Gods begun, 


Learn then to pleaſe, and ceaſe our Hearts to vex, | 


Then ſhine the Beſt and Faire of your Ser. 
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NM. Voi ru RET Poems, xii 


Reform your Foibles, give your Graces Weight, 
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On a LA PDT Singing. 
FBC 
HEN fair BEL Is A deigns to ſing, 
How quickly huſh'd is every Noiſe, 
While ev'ry Soul upon the Wing 
Attends the Muſic of her Voice. 


Tos II. ee 
Caught by the pleaſing powerful Sound, 
She ſits alone attentiye here, 
And quits the Senſes ample Round 

For the ſmall Circle of the Ear. 


III. 
Ye Syrens give the Sailors Peace, 
Reſign the Fame you've held ſo long, 
Your Senſe-deluding Ditties ceaſe, 
O'ercome by her inchanting Song. 


2 


w. 


The purling Streams, the feather'd Choir, 


M. Voi runter Poems, wy 
. e , 
Caught by the. Magie of your Strains, © 
The heedleſs Seaman met his Fate, 
On bright BEL IS A's Voice the Swains, 
With unembitter'd Tranſports, wait. 
3 „ a . 2 
3 
Black Care at her ſoft Notes lies ſtill, 


Tormenting Thoughts perplex no ah * 
Our Reaſon urges on our Will, 


And all bur Fools the Fair adere. ; 


Amphion's Lute, and Orpheus too, | 
The Notes of Swans when they expire, 
Yield, yield, BeL1SA all to You, 


VII. 
The heavenly Muſick of the Sphere, 
Apollo's Lyre, the tuneful Nine; 


Since they with her cannot compare, 
Be ſilent Muſe—— How faint is thine? 


V. Vorrs RB's Poems, 


A moſt Humble 


PETITION 


Cardinal 3 


| In Behalf of a Coachman, who was ſo un- 
lucky as to overturn Him. 


2 Prieſt, who haſt all Prieſts furpatt, 

| Of preſent Times or Ages paſt ; 

With juſt Succeſs, O let me fue 

For Him, who your Calaſh o'erthrew ; 

Well might He, heedlefs of Diſaſter, 

Drive Jeb like with ſuch a Maſter, | 

Nor dread a more unlucky Fate 

From uneven Roads, than Rubs of State ; 

Since War, nor Peace, nor Negotiation, 

Fer loſt Your Eminence Your Station; 25 


For tho ſometimes You Falls might meet, 


| Yer ſtill You have fallen upon Your Feet. 
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The Dz3PATRING LOVER, 


COME whom acabicons Hopes beg ;4 
| And ſome who by Experience prove, 
That Fortune mars their utmoſt Toil, 

Die out of \ Grief, as I of Love. * 

On a bleak Rock, ſo Fate decrees, 

Prometheus feels the Wrath of Jove; 
Yet ſafe from Death himſelf he ſees, 
While I, alas ! muſt die of Love. 
III. 
0 Love, thou Fever of the Mind, 
No Balm can eaſe, no Art remove, 
What Pains from thy fierce Flame we find; 
When thus we figh, 1 we die for Love. . 
As his wild Strains Deſpair fupply'd, | 
To vent his Woes, thus Thyr/is ſtrove, | 
While echoing Hills, and Groves reply'd, 
Alas! I die, I die for Love! © 


i M. Vorruns's Poeme. | 


THE 


N en-Year' 8 Gift. 


N 5 | * .To the: Manner of 


dy Mi waa, the humble Muſe appear, 
To hail. your Beauties, and tir opening Years | 
| Ter every Day progreſſive Pleaſures bring 
5 © Jo Winter's Claſe, from the firſt Dawn of Spring: 
23 "With growing Luſtre may your Eyes fill ſhine, 
| II qught can add to what is now divine; 

May ſtill new Lovers ſwell the num'rous Train | 
 Ofthoſe who from thy Charms derive their Pain; 
N Who Wenne from ew iry killing Feature find, 
Baut ufer moſt from your relentleſs Mind ; 

” That Mind, whoſe Virtues mighty as they are, 
And only equall'd by a Face fo fair, | 
Can hardly for that Cruelty atone, 
cage in Doe of Nature's Laws you've ſhewn. 


3 "The Sun for ooly bis all-pleating Light | T7 PRs 
MM Compared with thine can do thy Beauties Right: 


1 


Should we rejoyce at his · returning Ray, 


But the warm Frults of his all-ripening Fire, 


And Harveſt did not follow as he mowd, 


Or with ſuch Tranſporis ſee the lengthen'd Day 2 
Ah no: tis not lis Brightneſs we admire, © | 


That Fire that bids the blooming Buds appear, 


And loads the nc Amen, oſ the 7 


No longer then indulge. a cruel Reign, 
Smile then no more at propagating Pain, 


But let thy Breaſt ſame worth) Paſſion more, 
Be juſt to Merit, and be kind to Love: 


Throw by the Scepter of tyrannic Sway, Fas 


And gentle Hymen's pleaſing Rule obey 5 | 
So ſhall the Muſe your laſting Fame 8 


In many a pleaſant Lay and ſxweet· tuned Sg: &. 


Till then adieu. My Strings are all abound, | 


Your cold Piſdain ſoiÞids che Lyre © ſound... 
eee 


SONNET to CELIA. | 


| F. vel” 
N the Morn when Celia a” TH + 
The Earth is ftrait array 'd in Flowers: TI 


I 


Vigour from her Eyes it takes, 
And Fol a grateſul Tribute pours. 
(771 II. 8 8 Rf 
Celia midi the. Circle ſtands, '' ↄ Las 
And Charms with a ſuperior Light ; 


. Vormur I}; Porn nt . 
If > to delight our Eyes he rov'd, * 


As Cyntbia mid the Stars commands, 

Which gild the fable Face of Night. 
Yet not with greater Force her Eyes, 

Her Cheeks, her Lips, her Boſom warms ; 
Than thoſe high Qualities ſurprize, 
Wich which her heavenly Genius charms, 
Powerful Reaſon, ſprightly Wit, 

Eaſy Language, Humor free, 
Theſe for Empire Celia fit; 

Theſe have made a Slave of me. 

4s Fo. 

Yet well pleas'd my Yoke I wear, 

While I her Form, her Virtues view 3 
Who would Chains impatient bear, 
Forged by Love and Reaſon too? 
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6 4 71 
on gathering Cilia aa 


Ovely Flowers which gild the. N 
Brighteſt Stars in Fora's Tin, 

Roſes, Violets, Lilies fair, I 

While from your green Beds I tear, 

Think not that with heedleſs Hand, 

I deface ad ee Band, Nas 
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VOITURE + Poem. 
| And with —_ jou 88 | 
| Lay theſe fragrant Borders waſte. . No 
= | *Tis for Celia I defign, - _ np. 
The bright Garland which * twine ; "Is 
Lovely Eyes, and jetty Hair, 
Ruby Lips and Forehead fair, 
Theſe adorn the much lov'd Maid, 
My Cruelty no more upbraid; 
Fairer than in Beds you'll ſhow r 
Circled round her Iy'ry Brow. 
Tho? in Time your Colours fade, 
Cold and Wind your Leaves invade 
As you wither, ſhrink, and die, . 
Charming Celia throws you by; 
| Grieve not, Flowers, you only ſhare 
Her neglected Lover's Fare: 
A. like Fate ſince we ſhall know. 1 
Let us mutual Pity ſhow. 98 
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LD Cybele the rd Day T 
The Gods unto a Feaſt invited. - } 15 
Where Mirth, and Wit, and jocund Play, 14 
The laughing Deities delighted. v2; > raj 72 
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* But as around this Nectar dj Fr 
4 Freſh Pleaſures ſtill each Glaſs hiring, £ 


They the ſwift paſſing Minutes ſpent dd 
Of various chiming Things enquiring, 
„ ey <0 
Phebus to 45 amorous Gd L | 
Who was of Beauty's Power declaiming, 
* Venus and Chloe both propoſed. C 
And aſked which was the moſt inflaming. 
IV. Ia 
For Chloe loudly they declared, 5 
Venus hall hear the Tale wich Horror, : | 
Of all who had her Favours ſhared, 5 11 
| Momus and Vulcan FAY ed her. 3 
c 
. rl 


2 ve Flap v Loft R. | 


Our I D never 8 a Heart, 
* Better pleas'd with Love than mine, 
I, his Quiver bleſs and Dart. 
Aim ſo juſt, and Skill divine, - 
= 1 love, I love, tho? ſtrange! "TV true, 
| L love, and I am happy too as! 
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© * | Reftleſs Days and 8 0 Nights - : [© 
„ from Paſſion oft endure, ' 1 
| Yet the Pain my Heart delights, X 
3 Never do I wiſh a Cure. Rp ; 
IlI love, and tho? *tisſtrange tis truc, 
oy . I love, and I am: happy 00. 9 1 
ng. II. 
+= eee Darts of deep Deſpai r,. 
ng. | Much they pain, but ſoon are 5 

- [Hope ſurpaſſing ſtill my Care, 

I | Tells me 1 ſhall:thrive at laſt. 275 
thus I love, *tis ſtrange yet 15 1 
love, a and I am happy o. 1 i l 

Io his Martyrs Cupid gives: N 
ll Secret Joys in midſt of Pain, 
me [Pleaſure in my Boſom lives, :4:254:4 
8 Varied Woes tho? I ſuſtainmn. = 
„While I love, tis ſtrange tho true, — 
8 oe Ifeel, and Pleaſure too. 
CG V. 
Fleeding tho? my Heart ſtil! lyes 
2 I can triumph in a Smile, 
aze tranſported on thoſe . of Tir 
I Which pain, and which my Pains beguile 
love, I love, how ſtrange! how true! 
n. love, and yet am happy too, 


Fa 
9 — # 
VI. 
4 
- 


| WE 5 
Cdboris has from Heaven derwed 

Gifts which make me ſtill e, 
Tho? I were of Hope deprived, / 

I would love her: more and more: : 
For I love, and yet *cis true, 
1 _ove, and I am happy too. 

VII. 
Cruel ſhould the fair One be, 
Should ſhe make me no Nan, 


Counſtant ſhe her Swain ſhould ſee, 


With unceaſivg: Flame I'd burn. 
For I love, and yet tis true, 
— I love, Pm happy too- 
| 5 VIII. 

| Fondly let my Boſom glow, 


2 1 


White of Chloris thus I ing 


Pleaſures from true Paſſion — 
Wealth or Honour cannot bring 


Thus I love, tho' ſtrange” tis due, 114555 


1 love, and I am happy too. 
| IX. 


F reedom now no more I prize, 
Doating on the lovely Dame, 


All my Joy in Bondage lies, - 


And the Muſe ſhall ſtill eee | 


That I love, and that tis true ol 


11 love, and 28 am happy oo) || 12 
1 . Z 
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M. V orrurs's Poems.” XXV 


VERSES | 


Occaſioned by 


| Mr. Duzey” 8 adding ; an . 8 
at the End of his Name. N 


In Imitation of vo OITUR K 8 verſes i 
on 8 Germain. | 


L' autre jour Japicer wands &c. A 


OY FE call'd before Him, t'other Day, 

The Vowels, U, O, I, E, A; : ; 

And diſcontented Conſonants, | = 4} 

Either of England or of France, Do | | 

8 That ſeem'd to fill the Name unworthy 
„ I Of fam'd Tom Dung, or De-Urfe. 


7 he 1 Pieree in the Cauſe, the Letters ſpoke all, 
8 E Liquids grew rough, and Mutes turn d vocal; 


LIE ToD 


a 


Thoſe four proud Syllables alone 


Were filent, which kind Fure thought worthy 


To run fo ſmoothly, one by one, 
In the great Name of Thomas Durfy. 


N, by whom Names ſubſiſt, declard 
To have tio Place in this, was hard; 
And Q maintain'd 'twas but his Due 
Still to keep Company with UL: 
So hoped to ſtand, as well as He, 
In the Great Name of Tom. Durfy. 


E, ſhew'd, a "Comb be W dei 1 
A Place in any Britiſb Name; 


Yet, making here a perfect Botch, 
Thruſts your poor Vowel from his Notch: 


Hiatus mihi Valdè Deflendus ! 
From which good Jupiter deſend us, 


Who'd ſooner quit dur Part in Thee, 


Than be no Part in Tom. Durg. 


B, and L, ſwore Bl-d and W—nds ; 
X, and Z, cried P---x, and Z---nds; 


G6, ſwore by Gd, it ſhould not be, 


And W, would not loſe, not He, 


An. 8 Lettern Property... 
In the Great Name of Tom. Durfy.  _ 


I P, proteſted, puff d, and ſwore 
> He'd ne'r be ſerw'd io like a Beaſt, 
Hille was a Piece of Emperor, 5 
Me And made up half a Pope at leaſt, 


xvi M. Voirturm?s Pons. - 


* i © 


— 


2 


8 CEP 


| AM VorTur xs Poems. xxyii 
© vow'd, he'd frankly have releaſt 

His double Share in Ceſar Caius, © 

For only one in Tow. Durfeius. ; 


J. e 3 Vowel too, 
To Jupiter did humbly ſue, 
That of his Grace he'd make a Patent, 
To turn the Name into good Latin : 
For tho* without them ('twas moſt clear) 
Himſelf cou'd ne er be Jupiter, 
Vet they'd reſign that Poſt. ſo high, - 
To be the Genitive Durfzi. 
In ſhort, the reſt were all in Fray, 
From Criſs-croſs, to Et Cztera : 
Ev'n they (mere Standers by too) mutterd; 
Dipthongs and T ripthongs, ſwore and Rb 
That none had ſo much Right to be CEE 1 
Part of the Name of ſtutt ring T— | 8 
| 1 0 Tom-4-4/5 D- Dur-F- 5. 


Then Fove thus ſpake, with 8 
We ſorm'd this Name renown'd in Rhyme, 
Not thine, Immortal Nu, Germain, 

Loft ſtudious Providggeꝶ uo Time, | 
Yet now, as then, you all declare; 


Far hence to Kg F908 'Y repair, 
And turn ſtrange Hh | there, 
Rather than Letters longer be, 

Unleſs i'th? Name of Tom. Dur. 


8 


Xxviii M. Vol ru R' Poems. 
Were you all pleas'd, yet what I pray N 
To other Letters cou'd I ſay? 7? 7 
What if the Hebrew next ſhou'd claim 7 
To turn quite backwards Durs Name? 
Shou'd the Greek quarrel! too, by Styx I 
Cou'd ne*er bring in Y, and ZE: 
Omicron and Omega from us 
Wou'd each hope to be O in Thomas : 
And all th' Ambitious Vowels bd 
No leis than Pythagorick K 


To have a Place in Tom. Dung. 


Then Well-beloyd, and 'Truſty, Letters, 


Cons'nants, and Vowels too, their Betters!  _ ; 
We, willing to repair this Breach, e 
And (all that in us lies) 1 v 


Et cetera to our Aid abs 155 
Et cetera repreſents ye a | 

Et cetera therefore we de 8 | O] 
For ever henceforth join'd ſhall be, 2 0 8 14 
To the Great Name of Tom. Durfy. Tell 


— 


P d ARIAS 


*g LEES TOY ES NY Aga > 


ARIN PD 4, the Pride of the Plain, 
80 fam'd for her conquering Charms, 
Repenting her Scorn of a Swain, 
Sat penſive, and folding her Arms. 


Her Lute, and her ſhining Attire, 
Neglected were laid at her Side; 

While, pining with hopeleſs Deſire, 

The Damſel thus mournfully cry'd : 


oh! cou'd the paſt Hours but return, 
When I triumph'd in Ax BTO T's Heart; 


LARAIN DA Wou'd mutually burn, 
Wov'd. ; mutually ſuffer _ Smart : 


But far from the Plain he is gone! {5 1 
Enjoys the ſweet Smiles of a F Air, 


Whoſe Kindneſs the Shepherd has won, 


And LARINDA no more is his Care, | 


p. * 


ow oſt at theſe Feet has he lain, 
Bewailing his forrowful Fate ! 


I fooliſhly doated on State. 
\ 5 


r ee bg * 1 


— . 
7 


L ARINDA 


wx LARIND A 


I long'd to be gaz'd on in Town, 
J0 ſparkle in golden Array z _. 
By my Dreſs and my Charms, be known 
In the Park, and at ev'ry new Play. 


I Qoughs, Vithodf Gander and Ene, 
That Marriage no Bleſſing could prove, 


Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim, | 
And I "Lighted poor” AnGzLo7's Love. 


Such Madneſs beſotted my Mind, . 
I II receiv'd all his Sighs with Diſdain; 
I regarded his Vows but as Wind, 
And ſcornfully {myl'd at his Pain. 


How happy my Fortune had been, 


4 


Cou'd my Reaſon have conquer'd ny Pride? 


In Blifs I had rivall'd a Queen, | 
Had been my dear AnGELOT' 5 Bride 


With Him more Content I had Gin, 


Than Grandeur and Fame can ſupply ; 


For his Fondneſs my Wiſhes had crown'd, 
With a Paſſion that never would die. 


I had feafted with innocent Joy, e 
On the Pleaſures of Kindneſs and Eaſe, 


While the Fears which the Great- Ones annoy, 


Had ne'er interrupted my F Peace. | 


4 : 


«But ah! that glad Pagan. 


His Love I can never regain: Dae 


1 7 WF" 4 
24 +. * * 


And the Loſs I ſhall ever bemoan, x 
Till Death ſhall relieve me from Pain. 


Thus wail'd the fad Nymph, all in Tears; 
When the Swain to the Green did advance, 
In his Hand his new Conſort appears, 
With a Train gaily joyn'd in a Dance. 


Impatient and ſick at the Sight, 
To the neighbouring Grove ſhe retir d, 
i (Once the Scene of her daily Delight) 

| And fainting in Silence, expir d. 


ax EE xxx 
THE, 


Imitated from an Italian POET. : 


O ſtately Pyramid I'd have, 
Nor Parian Marble o'er my Grave, , 
Adorn'd with pompous Epitaph ; | 
To tell to late Poſterity, | 
My fam'd Exploits and Pedigree; 
But when my Soul ſhall take her Flight 275 5 
To the gay Climes of endleſs =_ > 
I May the cold Earth but hide my Face, 9 85 
at And preſs me with a light Embrace : 
I Then muſing on the jovial Days, 
121 While tender CEL 14 tund my Lays, 


Ek xxii The Lover's Tomb. 
- - (Whoſe Image Rill my Heart retains, 
And glories in her eaſy Chains) | \ 
And full of Thoughts on Pleaſures paſt, 
To keep my Tenure to the laſt, 
That I may ſtill officious prove 
To Curd, and the Queen of Lowe, EB: 
When Death ſhall take it from my Pow'r, 1 
To «& their Dictates as before; I 
Dp: riſing from the Ground, I'd be 
/ Transform'd into a Myrtle-Tree ; 
There, upon ev'ry Firſt of May, 

Shou'd ſprightly Nymphs keep Holy-day ; * 

And all who love the wanton Sport, 

Shou'd thither full of Hopes reſort ; 

And oft around me ſhou'd advance, 
With merry Song, and frolick Dance; 
And toy, and laugh, and kiſs away 

The fleeting Hours, and bleſs the Day; 

And the whoſe Kiſs is ſweeteſt own'd, _ 
With my ſweet Branches ſhou'd be crown 'd. 
Then thus might ſome well meaning Tongue 

Recount my Praiſe amidſt the Throng : 


: The Man wuhoſe Bonts fie here, at Reft, 

Was once as Merry as the Beſt ; 

A true Support of HLYMEN” s Laws, 

Who darft bæve dy d in CV I' Case: 

Had one, who thus has paso d the Teſt, . 

Deſerwes an hearty Wiſh, at leaft. Doc 
Den fill the Bowl, and ſend it round 3 1 
Soft bay Bed! *. 3 . 


* 


T Lover's Tomb. Xin 


The Shepherd- Swain, bew laid 
Beneath the Shelter of my Shade, 
May tend his Flock, and ſing his Dame, 
Ant! tell the vocal Woods his Flame, 
In Notes ſo tuneful, as may move 
'The Nymph to liſten to his Love ; 
Who vanquiſh'd, hither will retire 
To quench her lopging Lover's Fire; 
And many a Sigh, and many a Kiſs, - 
Shall guide them to tranſporting Bliſs : 3 
Then, while they languiſhing with Deſire, 
I'll ſhoot my ſpringing Branches higher: 
My Berries too ſhall ſweeter grow, 
And brighten'd wear a nobler Hue. | 
Then DAPHNE“s ſelf to me ſhall yield,“ .. = 
id CTyYARA ISS us quit the Field. F | A 


7 * Daphne was changed into @ Laurel. 
RE, — Was "ge into a Cypreſs. Ses Ovid's Meta- 
1orphoſes. : 


— 


* 1 1 4 


be the Dedication. 


Age i ii. line 11. 4e a. 
pP. iv. I. 10, read peruſe. 


In the Letters. 


Page 2. line 4. read to be. + Ip p 
P. 4. I. 6. r. at this. 


Þ: 15. J. 5. r. Madam De Guiche. 


